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CRAPTER MV, 1
An Open Deor,

The wun, fmbedded in terraced Banks of
eloud, glimmersd ke a clnder over Meudon
womnds., the hattery smoke, drifting across
the gouthern forts, turned to pink and pearl
Soft thupder muttered among the westward
feloutis; silvery eleotric stark pricked the
hare that velled Valerien; the river slipped
prst misty, mendowed shores untroubled by
n keel |

The house on the ramparts was very atill; |
Bourke sat In hin room by the window
rozding: Haresool stocd at hin window Jeok«
Ing out over the valley., Below him, the
Prophet, tilted skyward, loomed, ominously
swnthed (n its convas winding sheet. The
somtine]l stood motionless on the parapet,
head turned toward the hazy hills, where o
thin column of smoke mounted straight up
into the eky., Onece n little whirlwind of
bugle music from the Porte Rouge filed the
pirool; once the wind veered and the heavy
detonation of the cannonade set the sultry
air a-quiver for a while.

The expectuncy of evening brooded over all,
over the massive rampsrts, over the fresh
Erassy thickets on the glacis, in an tmper-
ceptible wind that frestened and cooled the
face, yob scarcely stirred o leafl,

Presently there come a clatter of small
gabols on the stotrs outside, the discreet
Ppatter of stockinged feot, a knogk, n happy
whisper. It wans Hed Riding Hood, come for
her evening vislt, Harewood Kissed her
Hutlesaly,

“You bring twillght with you, 1ittle one,”
he sald, turning back her thick Wack curls,
“The secarlet ribbon—It I8 very bhecoming— '
do you know 177

“Monsleur Bourke gave (1" said the child,
nestling closer to him, *"Come, let us sit
down, will you?" ‘

Harewooild absently drew a chair to the
window; Red Ridiog Hood lcaned amninst
his shoulder. They looked out over the val-
ley in eilence,

“T ‘might have been perfecl,” sald Red
Riding Hood presently, “but Mlle. Hilde |
coild not glve me my legson today. " |

Harowood asked without turning, *Why?* t

“1 do not know,” suid the child with a lit- |
tle sigh. Huarewood bit his lips; his heart |
turned slek with the futile bitterness that
follows—too late, the knowledge of conse- |
quences, consequences that spread Hko vip- |
ples from o pebble in n troubled pool.

“MMe. Hilde will hear vour lesson tomor-
row,"” he said, looking from the window,

“Tomorrow,'" repeated the child,

He sald nothing more, Perhaps he was
thinking of thoze endless tomorrows, pass-
ing, passing, each one troubled as the
spreading rings in o pool disturb the placid
pence that once relgned there. And he had
cast the slone,

“"Look at me," sald the ohild.

He turned his head, her dark eyes met his
own.

“In it sadness?'’ she asked.

“Yes, little one."’

8he held his hand @ moment, then let it
drop, He schrcely notleed it A mrmwnt!
afterwnrd hie heard the click, click of her |
little «sabots down the stairs outside. Anl
hour later, a bitter hour, he followed, de- |
scending the worn stairs sllently, fearing |
the very sllence that he dored not break. ]

Yolette moved about the dining room
8inME ato herself in an  undertone. He
passea ~o .the hallway and out to the bird
store, where Hilde knell among the wicker
COges,

When sho saw him she rose to her knees, |
hiding her ‘burning face in her hands.  He |
bent close to her and touched the flushed |
checks between the hands. One by one he |
untwisted the slender Aingers, closely Inter-
locked, and at Inst he raised her head to
his, But she would not look at him, her'’
senled Hds pressed the lashes tightly to her
check.

“Why have you hidden away all day?'" he

Presently ghe answered: “Can you ask

Ho raised 'her from her knees: hor eyes
wora il closed, but her white hands stole
around his neck. There was silence, When
at last he released her and the gulet tears
had dried in her eyes, without falling, she
went to the open door and stood there,
looking out into the west, Earth came back
to her slowly through the heaven of thelr
kisg—zounds grew through the music of
his volce; she heard the cannonade's dull
triple throb, she saw green tree tops stirring
in the sun.

He came and stood beside her, Love's
lassitude hung heavy on her limbs. He
took her unresisting hund—that Httle hand;
80 amall, so smooth, fragraot and fraught
with mystery, 'n cool white Wossom with
five slhn petals t_grl with pink,

The beauty of 1ife was upon her, the
loveliness of the world was In her eyes—the
world g0 Kind to her—so kind to all—to all!

In the red west a flaming belt of haze

nye

ﬂlﬂlk"ﬂ the horizon; In the north plumed
=l suspenddd-from the zenith hung wmo-

tlonless; the glass of the stream mirrored a
slngle tree.

When thelr silence grow too heavy, too
sweet for such young hearts, they broke
i1, and It broke musically, with the melody
of half-epught questions-—a sigh, a little
laugh re-echoed pure as the tinkle of two
crystal glusses louched diserectly, The solt-
est drummiog of the guns stirred the pulsat-
ing alr lMke the distant drumming of a
partridge; the gemmed azure, velled with
hoze, swam and shimmered with s million
brilliant stmospheric atoms—tiny points of
flerco white dusting the blue like dinmond
dust,

Whon the sun was very low and the level
mendows ran molten gilt in every harrpw,
the spurrows, gathered for the night on
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tree and roof, filled the siroet with rostioss |

chirplog that stirred the caged birds In the
shop Linoel  answeared thrush, finches
whisthed wistful answora to the free (witter-
Ing of the sparrows; a 1tle Ilnrk Tustled
wnd rafMed; a Blackbird uttered o alill, thin
plaint

And Hilde, who, when her own heart was
free, had never understood captivity, now,
when she listened, understood, and hér own
Imyrisoned heart angwered the plaint of
wilill caged things

To her half -spaken thought he answered;
together they gothered nll the feathered
wild things Into groat  wickor
The parrot’s pale eye wns veailed In scorn;
the monkey Nonted freedom with a grimnde,
shivering and mouthing #s the humdved
wings beat at the wicker bars

Harewood took the enge; Hilde walked
heride him, In ecstasy ot the thought of
freedom  given by those who know  Uhat
gomething olse 1s sweeter. There Wi a
ghrub In fNower on the glacis—some late-
blooming busl, swarred with waxen blos-
some, hreathing perfume, Under this they

ono ChREn.

“placed the cage.

When Hilde opened the enge a feathored
whirlwind eireloed abvout her head; there
came o rogh o of wings, o thrilling whir-r!
and ghe clasped her honds and stepped for-
ward. Out over the valley the bird flock
rushed, bore to the left, clreled, rose, swuug
back on a returning curve, but alwiys rising
higher, higher, until, far up in the deepen-
lng ovening sky, they foated, and chosy
their courge, due south,

She watehed them driving southward, She
could tell the finches by thelr undulating
flight, the thrushos, the clean-winged slar-
lings Bhe sighed contentedly. She had
opened the door of pity when love opencd
the door to her hearvt.

“Look,' whispered Horewood,
one little bird that will not leave ug

“It Is dend—God forgive me,” f(altered
Hilde, A rush of tears blinded her. She
Khelt beside it oon the grass-—n frail mound
of flufl and feathers, silent and stcill,

“Freedom and death—I1ife I so0 sweet—un
gweet,” she whispered., “And somewhere in
the south, where the others have gone, there
is summer, eternnl summer—Ilife—life.””

“Winter is close,’" he answered, somberly.
With an unconsclous movement he drew
her to him. He bent and searched her
changed face,

The wind, too, had changed. There was
frost somewhere in the world, and the
solemn harmony of the cannon swelled with
the swelling breeze, and the breege stirred
a broken feather on the dead bird's stiffen-
ing wing.

"there s

CHAPTER XV,

The Anntomy of Happiness.

That might they closed the empty bird
gtore: Harewood lifted the wooden shutters
into place and lockod them. Hilde carried
the moukey into the diping rooem and in-
stalled it in a warm corner. Mehemet
the parrot, viewed theze procecdiugs "with
contempt. It mattered Hitke to him where
he passed his pessimistic days. Wearlness
and a vicious melancholy had marked him
for their own. Even when he ate he ate

as if he were making an lronical concession:

to the weakness of some one else. Curl-
osity he had subdued, sinister solitude he
courted, and bit when it was denied him,
There had been a time in earlier days when
he whistled the **Marseillnise”—when he
cronked “Vive I'Empercur.” Now for a
year he had been mute, brooding In silence
among the nolsy feathered Inhabitauts of the
bird store, dreaming, perhaps scheming—
for he had the sly, slow eye of the Oriental.

He bit Harewood when that young man
wus bearing him te the dining room, and
when dropped diplomatieally  sidled under
a sofn. From this retrest he mode dally
excursions., mounting all the furniture by
ald of beak and claw, sullenly meoacing
thoge who approached.

Schehernzade hald not recoversd from her
fright. The characteristics of the big house
cat had almost disappeared; she cowered
when approached, she slunk when she
moved: there was o blankness in hor eves,
o stealth, almost u menace in the slow
turning of her head. Already in these oarly
doys of the slege milk wis hecoming oo ex-
pensive to buy for a Heness: meat also had
increased so swiltly in price that Yoletw
wis  frightened, and hauvnted the markel
ecarcely daring to buy. Vege
tables, bread and  wine, however, were
plenty; 60 were proclamaotions from the goy
ernor of I'aris assuring everybody that the
¢ty had ample provisions for months to
vome.  Most people thought that the in-
crense in the price of meat was only tem-
porary—a mere {lurry caused by the con-
summation of on event that wus not vet
vuatirely credited—the actual advent of the
Prussion army before Parls,

The arrival of the Germans was
theatrical entrance; the audience
I'aris, the orchestra, a thousand cannop,
They turned up by batteries, west, soulh
and Nnally north, as the vast civcle of steel
closed closer, eloser, and finally welded with
tho sonp of & trap. Thow, when the city and
outer ring of forts were in turn themselyes
enciveled by a liviog lron ring, when the
full thunder from the battery of the Double
Crown was echoed frigm 8L Denis to Mont-
Valerien, from Saint Cloud to Charenton,
and again from the southeast northward to
St. Denis, Parig began to understand,

The firsl futlle curiosity, the foollsh terror
and fear of instant bombardment, died out
as Lthe weeks ponsed and the erack of the
Prussian rifled canxon bhad not yet pwak-
ened the hill echoes of Viroflay. The silly
proclamations urging the lnstant teariog up
of pavements, the fortifying of cellars, the
assuring of a waler supply, were forgotien.
People began to realize that 1L tukes months
to ‘wxrgblish slege batteries—that for every
gun cuapable of throwing a4 shell lnto Parls
the Germans would have to send to Ger-
many. Fear vapished; how long it would
tuke to convey heavy cannon from Berlin
neross Franee to the Seine! And would not
the convoys be cut off by the frane-tiveurs,
by the provineial arnmles now organizlog,
by an uprising of outraged people? Surely
the wery land, the elements themselves,
would rise apd destroy these barbarlans and
their wicked eannon, Trochu, the sombre
mystie, the Brelon governor of republican
Paris, moved on_his darkenod way, a flash
of tinselled pomyp, & shred of pageantry, the
last paludin riding back lnto the gloom of
the middle ages, seeking light, Heelng light,
wrapped to the eyes io the splendld mantla
of the Trinlty

80 he rode, esquired by Faith, dreaming
of salnts und guests of chivalry, pondering
miracles. As o figure for 4 Gobelln tapestry
General Trochu would have been useful; n
uo other capacity, save perhaps i g cloister,
would he have been of use in the ulneteenth
century.

When oo the 1Tth of September the Prus-
pian advance guard was signalled and sa-
luted by the forts of the west and south,
General Vinoy's brave corps passed the gates
aud advanced to Cretail, The affair was not
perious—nothing was serions then. And y«t
that was the wvory time when a crushing
sucevss might have electrified the whole na-
tien luto such resistance that the end of the

ke a
was all

war would not have arrived with the capitu-4

—
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Intion of ¥he capithl. Was 1t not pessivio |
to rapldly maas the two orps of Vigoy and
Ducerot to erush the few thowsnnd men of
the advance guard? The moral offect of
such a stroke would have been stupendots

But In thia first engagement under the
walls of Parla the deplorable svatem was In-
mugurated and Invariably Yollowed In il
subsequent operations around Parls, fighting
withoul a fixed objective, forcing nivw troops
not seufMclently BadMuated to Aghting, and
on the contrary, when a serious objecl wan
In ¥ew, operatipg with inrufMciont numbers
md Insfiegunte ardllery.

On the 185th of SBeptember, when Vinoy's
sorps fell back, the Prussinn Investment be-
gan, the varfous rallroads were ot and at |

Ali, |

fo'elock in the afternoon the last train from |
Paris for Rowen left the St. Lagare station. |
From every direotion the Cerminn fnnsses
| poured Into the eduntry; the prince of Six-
| ony advancdd from the north, saluting 8t
| Denis with a thousand trompets; the pﬂnml
{of Prussin rode up from the south through
Fontenny nux Rbses and woke Ammy wooils
with the hurtahs of his horsemén.
| Two vast creseents formed the cirole; the |
the other gap closed nt 8t - Germaln
Then on the 19th of Seplomber Duerol was |
| attneked 'In the south, Nadnked, driven pell
mell under the ChatiHon redoubt, whére the
great fortd of Vanves and Montrouge |
ehialded hWim, At 4 o'cloek the few cannon- |
vers spiked tho last guns in the unfinished |
Chatillon  redoubt and rvetired, Clamard,
| Villejull and Mewdon swarmed with Pros. |
| mimn cavalry. Night came and Parls kKpew |
that it routhern key had been stolen when !

l ring was soldered al Versaflles In the cast; ‘
|

—

AN .
The poInteur mounthd the bastion a9 calldd [‘wosd smiled at her and drew her to him.

tha &lass of (nsteeetion to the hresch,

™n thoe evm
bright, the dudy 4 (he street glenmed Iike
powdered  rublds;r long, mousy shadowns
strotohed acrods. Wk grass, soff and velvety
as the bicom &g B purple plum.

When Farewssl Hnd fAnally Tocked the | tather, glotious tn the shining gnrments of  Yolette,” began Pourke.
d up and unhooked the | Tesurrdction—a home-made uniform with |

#hutters he olf
sign of the shop,
speaking.
ahoulder and Okrrfed it I6to the dariened
shop, To Hilda It was the last sbene in
the prologue &t W arama—the drama of a
new life Just bqg[‘nuin;. 8he went Into
the #hop and ’mkr-l at The ¥ign That wWns
sinnding upside down agalast the wall

“It ts one of my Iandmarks.” she sald;
“they are all going now, one by one. Yes-
tordny my SnuintecHilde of Carhalx el and
hroke on the tiled Noor, and T shall miss
tho hirds, too." She added Hantily: i |
am glad that they flew away; you must not
think that I regret anyvihing.'

Harowond, standing close beside her, sald;
“You regrel nothing, Hilde?

After a long ‘while, gho answered, ""Noth-

1ilde watched him without

| Ing-=and you?*
]
“What have 1 to regret?” he sald In an |

nltered voles, unconsclous of the axiom And
its Irony—unconmscious  that he stond there,
the mouthplece of hila sex, voleing the dog-
mue of an imbecile clyilization.  She bent
her head., Her white face rested on his
shouller. All the milllon questions that
stir and flutter In a love-wrung heart awak-
enod, trombled on her lips, all that she
would know, all that she should know, all

-

) N |

Nli} r

THE BEAUTY OF' LIFE WAS UIPON HER,
IN HER

THE LOVELINESS OF THE WORLD WAS
EYES. 2z )

o d—

the Pruesian flag crept up the shattered
atafl on the ramparts of Chatillon. 1

So was lost the southern key to Puris, the
great unfinished redoubt of Chatillon. Let
thoso high officers of engineers remember—
let others in high places of the land remem-
bor—and be remembered.

completed when the humilinting Interview

marck became known to the publle, Had
Jules Favre carcfully considered the mat-
ter, had he offered terms, for example, as
follows:

First—An indemnity,

the eastern forts.

Third—Tb» cession of Cochin China.
Fourth—The ecession of o few ironclads,
doubtless Germany—coeroed by HBurope—

would have accepted,

But It was nobt to be. The poor repre-
gentative of the republic left the Prussian
headguarters with Bismarck’s harsh volee
einging in his ears, and the next day all
Paris knew that it was o be o struggle to
the death.

Stung again into action, Vinoy, supported |
by the forts, hurled a division of the Thir-
teenth corps on Villejuif and carried it
(On September 30 Chevilly and Choisy-le-Hoi
were attacked. Again the fatal lock of sulli-
clent artillery nullifled the sdvanioge galned
At Viilejuit. The sphere of  action had
searcely been enlarged at all,

I'rom the ramoparts of Parls these first en-
gungements under the walls were scareely
visible 10 the people—scarcely audible, save
for the thunder from the supporting forts,
A high rampart of  dun-colored mist
stretehed from the Montrouge fort to Ar- |
rcueil: bevond it, denser velumes of smoke
pourced up into the sky from 1"Hay. At
moments the wind brovght the crackle of
the fusillade through lulls in the cannon din
-aearcely louder than the erackle of a bon-
fire. This was all that the Parvigians could
goe or hear from the southern bastions. |
Great orowds  of women and  children
witehed the Infantry ppssing through the
Forte Rouge; the cavalry sung as they rode
between dense masses of excited people;
the capnopeers swung their thongs and
chanted gayly:

Gal! Gal! serrons nos rangs,
Esperance
De la Fruance
Gal! Gal! serronsg nos rangs,
En avant, Gaulols et Franes!
to the air of “Gui! Gal! Marions Nous!™
and the franc-tireurs took up the song sav=
agely:
Quol! ces monuments cherls,
Histolre
De notre glorle,
B ecronleriient en debris,
Quol! les Prussiens a Parls!
and the people roared back the chorus:
Gal! Gal! serrons nos rangs!

Hilde, standing st the door, heard them
singing at sunrise, caught the distant glint
of bavonets, saw the sun, white and fierce,
erinking the pelished surfice of helmet and
breastplate,

Al night, too, lingering on the steps, she
heard the movement and murmur of miarch-
ing musses; she saw the rockets drifling
through the sky, the Jeweled siring of #ig-
nal laups swinging ke & pecklace from
the Port Rouge battloments All day long
the Mue 4'Ypres rang with the clang of
bugles and the vibrating crash of drums,
all day long the canuoncers of the Prophet
drilled and mancuverad and played at fir-
ing, but the night came and found the
Prophet's lips still sealed and the loog,
brouze fetish motionleéss, resching towurd
heaven o fts awful attitude of prayer.

Sinve those early practice shots that had
shatterad the window glass the Prophet hod
not spoken: yel all day long s glguutic
mass, thrust out over the rauparis, swung
east and west at the monoloncus commands,
sweeping the points of the compass with the
emooth movement of & weatheér vane turn-
ing in a Juse brecze.

Harewood, losking the dusly wooden
shutters for the last time, turned to waleh
the Prophet as #t swept 1o the west, stopped,
suuk at the breech as & borse sinks on his
haunches, For the bundredtb time be
thought they were golng o fAre, but the

“Elevation at 1,500, at 2,000, at 2,500, and

Scarcely had the investment of Parls been

it Ferrieres between Jules Fevre and Bis- |
thoughts through' the dim labyrinths of his
: heart, that beat deeply, heavily, agalnst her
{ yielding

Sceond—The dismantling of one or two of |

| bidding

gun caplain took up bis wechaoieal call: |

| that she feared.”.  Yet of the mililon ques-
itions she could not utter one, least of il
the eterugl question, wore surely asked and
answered in sllange. "With her love came
terror, too, lasting the space of a heartbeat,
dylng out with & quick sigh, a flutter ol
ailken lashes, 'a parfmg of scarlet Nps di-
vinely wistiul.
As for the
thrilled; vet

man beside
thoughtful,

her, he
following

gtoodl
his

breast, What had
jsenreely comprahended, He only knew that
love s -aweet. The beginning was already
8o long ago, so dim, =0 far away. Whan
had it been?  Had they not alwaye loved?
And if the begloning of love was already
half forgotton, the end loomed vaguer still,
the distant future promised nothing vyel;
a vell of mist, rose-tinged, exquisite, al-
though behind the vell something was al-

happened he

| ready stirring, .a shane-nothing—hbecause he

refused to see. Yet it was there, Hilde

felt jis presence, unconsciously shrinking in
"Her lover's arms,

and again the questions
stung her lps.  *18 it love—love for me?
It it truly love? 1Is it forever? 1s It truth
mnd falth and constancy, forever and for-
ever?’ Her breathless lips parted, but no

| questions passed them, and they wore sealed

again In sllence.
Hilde and
to the door.

Harewond moved once more

Night stretched Its star-
Hoed tent from the zenith; the moon, en-
meshed In a fathomless film, hung In &
corner, a tarnished rim of tinsel, pale as a
Bllvery withered leaf, As they stood there
Bourke eame through the hall with Yolette,
themy hurry, for dinner was over.
Then they went away close together, and
thelr volees were lost on the dim glacis
where the geented shrubbery spread jts per-
fume through the shadows.

Hilde glided silently to her chamber;
Harewood walted for her, standing by the
tuble where Bourke's and Yolotte's plates
had  already been removed. Red Riding

"HE WILL FIGHT UNTIL HE DIRS*"
SAID THE CHILD SERIOUSLY.

[ Hood came to the kitchen door with a shy
| “good evening,” and, when Hilde had re-
| turned and seated herself, the obild brought
|dlz|m-r and gerved It with the adoration
| that serves a shrine, Twice Hilde kissed
| her, for she noeded the love of wll, now
| thiat she bad given a love, Infinite aud lu-
| nocent; &love thst cmbraced the world and
Ulife and desth.

!. “Hed Riding Hood's father has gone with
the Thirteenth battalion,” she said, loaking
aoross st Harewood "1 begin to think our
little one will miways be with we." The
child lstened with downcast eyes, Hare-

ow the rompirts birroed |

“When Ald he go?' he anked.
“Todnay,” replted Red Riding MWood.
| is a brave soldier™

! A2 the child spoke her dark efyes glowed,
| for at laxt he had been Justified In his
dnughter's  eyes—this squalid, Arunken

“He

Lepanlets, War, the great purifier, had come

e Nitkod the wighboard to Wis | with blessings to Red Riding Hood and the |

]nmm of ohance, ‘whom chance nllotted to
hér Talker, sewed gilded BHrald and bBrave
'huwm on her Thther*s Elothes, that he
might be fine among the fAne; that he
I might no longer be ashamed among men;
| that she no longer need be silent when
| meén #poke of honor and virtue and brave
 deeds and the soldiers of Franoce.
| “He will fight until he dles,”
child seriously.

“Pray CGod he may not die,"” sald Hilde
gently.

“He ‘will dle,” replied Red Riding Hood
with that quiet convietlon that makes chil-
dron sometimes foarod.

Late ithat night Harewond, sleeping on
| his tumbled hid, was awakened by Dourke
“Jim, there's a man at the door below;
'Red Riding Hood's father is doend.”

“Doad? repeateld Harewood,

“He was drimk—he fell from
| bridge at the Torte Rouge.”

" Harewood threw on his coat and went
|'gravely to the little room where Red Hid-
|ing Mood 1ny asleep.  “Little one,” ‘he
whigpered, BShe felt for hig hand in the
durkness, eolasped it in both of hers and
pregsed her wet face to the pillow.

“It was a brave death—a soldier's death,”
he whispersd, She wept; It was the one
pleastire her father had ever given her, his
death, She thought of the man himself
and " wondered why she wept, Harewood,
too, wondered, and ghe answered his un-
ansked quektion:

“1 weep because 1 have nothing to weep
for. Go, now, and leave me with my happi-
ness, "

gald the

the draw-

CHA™IMER XVI,

Hetrothed,
Parig the daya succeeded ench  other
few Incldents and moderate exeite-
ment. Buspense had given place to eer-
tainty. The olty was completely bhemmed
in by an upecen enemy, unscen save for the
smoke of burning villages on the horizon,
vet that enemy had as yet done nothing.
Notre Dame and  the Tulleries were still
standing, eabs, cars, omnibuses ran as usual,
and the boulevards and cafes were
thronged.

True, there had been a few alarms in the
interior of the city. A petroleum store-
house caught fire on Montmartre through
accident, a chemical factory blew up In
the Rue de Vaugirard and killed esome
people. Everybody was certaln that these
fires were of fncendinry origin, but prob-
ably nobody knew the truth—unless Speyer
nand Stauffer knew it. There was practi-
cally no news from the provinces. Now
and then a daring messenger managed to
elude the IPrussian plekets and ereep  Into
the eity, but, except for thuat, Paris was
nbsolutely isolated from the rest of France
as far ns receiving news was concerned.
But the Yarislans could send news by
plgeons and balloons. They scnt  some-
thing olse, tvo—a balloon loaded with 200
pounds of M. Gambetta, destined to fill the
Midi with his fanfare and gasconading, des-
tined to flop In the Prussian dragnet and
blind himself and his fellow victims with
the turmoil of his own flopping, destined
incidentally to aid in the disgrace and de-
struction of a brave incapable more sinned
agalnst than sinning, the Innocent, fat-
brained scapegont of a frenzled natlon—BPa-
zalne. If there ever existed such a thing
as a patriotic demagogue, partly genius,
partly mountebank, Gembetta must remain
the unigque example, and yet the court-
martial of Bazalne has left the stain that
tarnishes the name of Gambetta and makes
it stink o Httle, too.

The courage and splendid fortitude that
brightencd the gloom of the year of punish-
ment, the terrible chastisement of a guilty
nation, was ddsplayved by the army and the
people, The lenders, the politicians, the
men in high places, the government must
look elsewhere for eulogy. Thiers agitated
by senile econvulsions, Gambetta bawling
nonzense, Rochefort brilllant and yseleas as
n will-o'-the-wisp—and quite as easy Lo
ecateh; ¥Favre, self-effacing, patriotic, un-
equal to his task; Trochu, sombre, fervidly
good, lving amid halluelnations, a monu-
ment of martyred indecislon—will some
historian or writer of fction—they are
gvnonyms—be pleased to gild the letters of
these great names? And while the
romancer or historian—whichever you will
| —is about 41t, let ‘him regild the name of
Henan, as he &its feeding himsell at
| Tortonl's An the starving city, splitting
| platitudes with De Goneourt. See him as he
i eats! His chin Is fat, his belly fatter, his
fat white fingers are spread out on either
| knee, the nails offensively untrimmed. He
I preaches unlveraal brotherhood, he ls on
good terms with humanity. Incldentally he
talks much, and famililarly, about our
l:-iu\'iuur~:ﬂ||.l cats, cats, eats.

In the begluning of his career Gambetta
tereated for himself a name. 1t only took a
|taw wecks Lo create il He followed
| Rochefort’s methods with equal success. He
fwas very popular In France, He was o
:l.’lll'l‘lh'll lawyer., Again and again 'n the
| Corps Legislatif he showed himeelf to be
not only an orator, hut n statesman of a
lceriain kind, In the beginning of the
| revoiution he was useful; he was the hyphon
| that connected the partl avance and the
'buurg(-nh;h.-, He was opposed to Trochu., He
| ralled away In his balloon to Tours, where
he felt that his sphere of action ended only
with the frontier. He was mistaken, His
Ie-nlh-uzuus proved useless, He set up a
{dictatorship that ended by sterilizing and
miaking ridiculous his former energy.

“13d this young tribune of the people re-
jmember that Lhe greatest glory God can
;iu-t-ur-l to man Ia the glory Incomparable of
saving his country? Had he a goul sublime
enough for such a mission? And the purity
of his Intentions, the simplicity of his life,
the elevation of his character—wers they
0 notoriuis that he should be deemed
worthy of such an hotor?"

Let Francs answer her own.

. L] . . - . . _

The third sortie ended in the fire-swept
strects of Bagneux, and, for the third time
since the slege begaun, the army of -Paris
retired to the city, having sccomplished
nothing except a few thousand deaths,
highly commended by “OHivier Militaire,*
Bourke, hurrying back to the city, had at-
tempted to telegraph this news by way of
Bordeaux, Then, when he had spent the
remainder of the day Io slmilar and equally
vain attempts, he gave It up and went back
to the house on the rampurts, where he
found Harewood, pockets stulled with un-
sent digpatches, pacing the ballway and
smoking furiously,

“It's just us 1 told you," he said when he
saw Hourke; “we're cooped up for good. It
you had listened to me and gone on to
Versallles—""

“0 shut up,” sald Bourke, pleasantly,
“you wre no worse off than I am."™

Harewood, a little asbamed of his selfish
petulance, sut down on the stalrs and looked
over his dispatches.

“We can't run the lnes,” he sald; “we
can't send these by plgeons, even If we had
the pigeons; we might send them in the
next balloon." ’

“I've tried,” sald Bourke; “it's mo go." |
He flung his own dispatches Into & corner |
aund 1t & elgarette.

A8 war news purveyors,” he observed,
“you amd 3 are wuseless, my son, until &
sortic ls made and the German lues plerced.
Then we must be there; we must go out

~

In
with

——

Itilh e noxt sortle, and It our troops get

through we must go, (00"
“Hew wbont getttig back ™ asked Hare-

‘l’l‘ﬂ“.

“Chanee 10"

Harowood was silent,

“You're naturally considering Hilde and

“Naturally,” the other with a
tinge of Irony.

‘8o am 1. Wow, Jim, we ara slther war
torregpondenla or we Afe not. We can do
| nothing here, that's certain, 1t we try to
| take riwks and try to got Mrough the lines
| we stand every chance of early and ungom-
! fortable decoase. BPut It's what we're pald
| for. It we follaw the next sortle we may
gt through with whole skins. That's more
to my taste and falrer to the Journals, It
wa Bty here it 18 true we can elronicle
the slege and wateth for & hole In the Gers-
man lines, but 1 think we ought to reslgn
I1’mm our journals in that case and risk
| #elling our stufl outside If we can’t gel it
| through befarehand. That's the only hohor-
able eourse 1 seo—olther get out of the city
or stay, resfign and turn free lanes. What
|rio yvou think ™

“1 won't leave-<for the presenl’™
Harewood, reddening.

“Good,” replicd Bourke, promptly
“Nelther will 1T while these young girls are
here alone, Of course, I knew you'd say
that, Our papers will have to ‘walt until
| we can get a chance to send In olr resigna-
| tiong and reasons, That can't be helped,
It was a practical mistake for us not to go
out of the city when we bad the opporiu-
nity. It's tough on our journals, but I've
declded not to. accept last month's salary,
and that will square things I'll not draw
another cent, elithor. Have you money,
Jim?"*

“T've a little money,"" sald Harewood, He
took out a notebook and pencil nnd calealnted.
Pregently he looked up

“We ghall need onr salartes before the
motith 1a out.,"” he obaerved.

“Then.” sald Bourke, “one of us must
do the work for both,  One of us must go
ount with the next sortie and get through I
possible."

“And—the
slowly.

“The aother ought to stay here—nas long ns
there ls danger, Jim do you wannit to
Btay " He foreed o smile ns he spoke,
Harewoond eaid nothing. Hourke's embar-
rasgment was increasing. He reddened and
stood up.

“Do you care for Hilde?"' he asked, with
an offort. Harewood did not answer,
Bourke unbuekied the spurs from his riding
boots and walked backwnord and forward,
swinging the leathers till the rowels jingled
like tiny chimes, Aflter a moment he came
up to Harewood, who was sitting moodily
on the stairs.

“1 should like very much to stay, Jim—
it you don't mind—wery much.

Harewood did not move.

“It is—for—for Yolette," added Bourke,
crimson to the temples, “but if I thought
you loved Hilde, 1T would go. If you wish
it T will go tomorrow,”

Harewood's face was sel and pale, his
heart sank under an overwhelming rush of
shame; shame for himself, shame becanse
he could mot answer the confidence of his
comrade, bitler shame that he should be
willing to aceept a generous man's sacriflee,
a man who loved for the firat time in his
life and who loved honorably. HBourke con-
tinued almost timidly: “1 never ilmagined
that Yolette was anything to me; [ never
thought of that sort of thing. It came be-
fore I knew it, Jim. You see, I never be-
fore cared for a woman."” Harewool's
strained glance met his questioningly and
Bourke answered: “1 have not spoken to
her, I don’t belleve she would listen to me;
1 scarcely dare ‘think of it: you see, Jim,
I'm mot attractive.””

He broke off abruptly; there was a swish
of a skirt on the landing above; the sound of
a door gently closing.

“They don’t understand
motioned Harewood; “go on."

“Yes, they do—Hlilde does,”
Bourke.

"“Hilde understands English?' repeated
Harewood dn ddull surprise. He had not
even suspected it; suddenly he reallzed that
he had learned nothing of Hilde—absolutely
nothing, except that she loved him. DBourke
slipped his riding crop into his boot. picked
up his dispatches and moved toward the
stalrway.

"It was Red Riding Hood; I think I saw
her skirt,” he sald, *Jim, shall I go with
the next sortie?”

Hareweod turned and mounted the stair-
way with his comrade.

“Come into my room in an hour; I'll tell
you then,” he sald, und left Bourke at the
head of the stairs,

When Harewood entered his room he went
atralght to the mirror, A mirrored face
looked back at his own—a face, young, firm,
a lttle pale, with tightened muscles under
the cheek bones, and lips compressed. TLike
painted plctures, scenes  began  to  pass,
swiftly and more swiftly, gliding before his
eyes; and behind each scene he saw the
shape of his own face, he saw his reflected
eyes, Immovable in ncousatlon, And once,
Btung to torture by his eyes' fixed con-
demnation, he ralsed a menacing hand and
pointed at the polnting fgure in the mirror.
“Coward!"  But the mirrored shape was
voiceless,

replied

unld

other?" asked Harewood,

English,"

mutiered

'

(To be Contlnued.)

Bueklen's Arnfen Salve,

best ealve In the world for cuts,
brulses, sores, ulcers, salt rheum, fever
#sores, tetter, chapped hands, chilblains,
corng, and all skin eruptions, and positivaly
cures piles, or no pay required. It Is guar-
anteed to give perfect satisfaction or money
refunded. Price 26 ccnts per box. For sale
by Kuhn & Co.

The

Steel raily made at Sparrow's Point, Md.,
are now being sent to Russia, Australla,
Rrazil, Mexieo, Indla, Nova Scotla, the West
Indies and other pluces, Forty thousand
tons of these rails have been ordered for
the Transsiberiay railway, another evidence
that the czar §s of the opinlon that Ameri-
can mteel is better than that found else.
where. Russia buys armor for her ships of
war here and intends to have some up-to-
date ships bullt in the United Btates.

ETTER THAN HAND SEWED
BUT

COST LESS

1 §

MUNYON'S SUCCESS.

Proof in Abundamce that Kis Memer
dien Cuare,

M B, L. ﬂmr. 723 8], 28th atreet, OMWN
ha, Neb, eays: “1 am dally praiming hfunm
'ﬁ;r ‘}wn_a_l bls remedies have done for ook

mily,

Mr. A B, Brown, Box 1418,

Whnsh.,, says: 1 iu\vu used  Munyon'
Rhromntism, Liver, Kidney, Dyspepsia,
Bladder and Constipation Cures with en-
tire satisfaotion, They without doubt
saved my Iife "

Mr. It. Anderson, Benleln, Tolano Co.
Cal, savs: “Mupyron's Kidney Cure outed
e of » movere cnse of kiiney trouble.

Danlel Rodgers, El Reno, O. T., says:

“Monyon hns my heartfelt thanks for
t'urluﬁ: me of 0 severy cnse of rheunmatism,
quickly aund permanently.**
Mr. B. C. Hutehlnsou, 08 N stroet, Sao-
rivmonto, Cal, says: “Muonyon's Nerve (Cure
completely curcd my wife of serlous nervous
tronhle"”

Gulile to TMealth and medlen] ndvies nbaos
Intely froe. Pref. Munyon, 1506 Arch st
Phlladelphia,

Tacom

The U. S.
ry ||

GOVERNMENT ¢
wints akrong men in its / i
servicee.  With one_ acs !
cord the Arny and Navy
andorse MAR-BEN as
the greatest known
strengihonor, invigorit=-
or and restorative. It
crontes solid flesh. mus-
cle and strength, clears
the braln, stengthens
the norves and onuses
tho genorative organs to
quickly regain thoelr nor-
mial powers. For nerv=
ous ]'Irﬂ.'ﬂ I"ll"ﬂll. over- .
«work, impalred vitalley =
in eithor gox, or excessive uso of oplum, lignor
or tobaces, it positively eannnot be exeeiled
One box wil work wonders.  Six will oure
BAR-BEN is for salo by nll druggists, 60 tab-
1eta, BO canta,  One to two months’ breatment
il out and mnll \:15 thodingnosis slmft;llu‘uuch
box, and wo will give your ciase special atten-
llr)ll‘w!tllu\l'r. exirn charga BAR-HEN s pre-
pared by Hjulmer O, Bonson, Ph D, 11 8., di-
roct from the formula of E.'E. Harton, M. D
Cleveland’s most eminent specinlist Mulled
in elosod package on roceipt of price o
ARTON AND BIENSON, *
| 91 Bar-Den Bloek, Cloveland, O

TFor sale by Kuhn & CTo., 16tn and Dougs
las; J. A, Pulier & Co., 1402 Douglus 8L,
and Grabam Drug Co., 16th and Farnomg
King Pharmacy, 20th and Leavenworth;
Porton's Pharmuacy, 24th and Leavenworth;
E. J. S:yhora, Bouth Omaha. and all other
druggists In Omaha. Scu.n Omaha. Counedl

LADIES o0y row

DR. FELIX LE BRUN'S

Steel & Pennyroyal Treatment

in the original and only FRENCH,
wiife and reliahlo core on the mar-
kot. Prioe, §1.00; nent by
Genaine Bol-lonly by
Mycrs Dillon Drug Co., 8. . Corner
10th and Faronam Sis,, Omaha, Neb,

—

Patronize
Home Industries

D Y e s ol o)
By Furchasing Goods Made ar the Fole
sowing NMebraska Factories:

AWNINGS AND TENTS,

OMAHA TENT AND RUBBER CO.
(Buceessors Omnha Tent and Awning Co,
Manufadturers tents, mwnlngs;, jobtbors  Indies’
and gents' Mackintoshen. Tents tor rent. 1211
Farnam 8St., Omaha.

BREWERIES,

OMANA DREWING ASSOCIATION,
Carload shipments mode

In our own rvefrig-
erator cars.  Blue Ribhon, Blite Export, Vienna
Export and Family Bxport delivered to ull parts
of the clty.

-_——

ROTLERS,

OMAHA ROILER WORKS,
JOHN R, LOWREY, Prop.

Bollers, Tanks and Sheet “ron Work., Speclal
focilitien for dnlng repaire, ote, sl 1859

—- ]

CORNICE WORKS.

'ER,

EAGLE CORNICE WORKS.
Monufacturer of Gulvanized Iron Cornyces, Ga's
vanlaed Iron Skyllehts Tin, Iron  und Sinte
Raofing. Agent  for Kinnear's sSteel Celling.
1E.17 North Firventh  rerest

G. F. EPER)

CRAYKER FACTORIES
AMERICAN BISCUIT AND MF'G, €O,

Wholesae Crocker Manufuolurers,
OMAHA, NEB,

DYE WORKS

SCHOEDSACK'S TWIN  CITY
WORIKS, 1521 Farnum St

Dying and oleaning of garments and gonds of
every description, Cleaning of fine gariments &
wpecialty.

‘DYR

e == —

FLOUR MILLS,

8, F. GILMAN.
Feod, Bran, 10181517 Narth 17th
Nedb, C B, Black, ::lnnuer.

Flour, Menl,
Street, Omaha,
Teicphone 502,

—— |

INON WORKS.

DAVIS & COWGILL, IRON WORIKS,
Iron and Brass IF'ounders,
Manufacturers and Johbers of Machinery. Oen-

eral repairing m  specinlty, 150],
.‘mltlum{l sirent, ‘.)mnllm. r’m:. s 1M na 2008

UNSEED OIL

WOODMAN LINSEED OIL WONRKS,
Manufacturers old procéss raw lnseed ull, ket-
te bolled linsesd 011, o!d process ground linseed
cakes, ground snd screened Anxsecd for drug-
&lats, OMAHA, NER

—

R
MATTIESSREE,

TTOMAHA BEDDING 00,

Manufaoturers of high grade Mattresses, 111
Hurney Htreet. Omtilia.
L ~ 3

OVERALL AND EBHIRT PACTORIES,

KATE-NEVENS COMPANY,

Clothing, fante, Shiris, Overails,
OMATIA, NER

Mfry
L —

Ep——

SHIRT FACTORIES

T 3. M, EVANS,
NEBRASKA SHIRT COMPANY,
Exclusive custom shirt tallors, 1517 Parnam

VINEGAR aND PICKLES

HAARMANN VINEGAR C0,
sfanufsoturers of Vinegar, Plekies, Cutsups,
Mustards, Celéry and Woercestitrshire Sauce,

WAGONS AND CARRIATGES.
WILLIAM PREIFFER,
Far » good, substantinl vehilcle of any descrl
tion, for repainting or rubber tires On new urufé

wheeln—the best place Is 8ith and Leavenworl
Strests,

CIGAR MANUFACTURERS,

Targest factory In the
of .Blr‘uh. ‘lll,;l

handle our goods,




